MIBU

My memory of the way held out for about three
minutes. I negotiated two turnings, then, standing at
a cross-roads, sought in vain for some method by
which to choose the right road. I turned to my left,
and fell over a tradesman's three-wheeled motor-van
drawn up on the side. The driver looked at me
sympathetically. I smiled at him.

"Kyoto Station?" I asked, pointing. "Kyoto
Station," he answered with a nod.

"Taxi?" I asked. "Taxi," he repeated. "Taxi fifty
sen." Taxi fifty sen was no news to me. "Taxi here?"
I tried, and pointed to the ground between us. "Taxi
fifty sen" he repeated, thus ending, so I felt, Berlitz
Lesson One.

I tried again, and at last he understood; but his
answer was a hopeless sigh. "Taxi?" I flung, pointing
to his tri-car, and grinned. He shook his head. You
do not offer money in Japan in the same way that
you offer it in Europe and in some other parts of
Asia; so I said, "Thank you," in Japanese, and, as a
last act of faith, set off again.

I walked on. After fifty yards I heard a shout
behind me, and there came up, panting, my tri-car
boy. "Taxi?" he grinned. I snatched his arm and, as
we ran back, nodded. When we reached our original
meeting-place, he stopped. There was no taxi. He
pointed to his tri-car, and repeated the magic word,
"taxi." I nodded violently. "O.K.," he said and